278                                           JOURNAL    1933
And even thus I should find this world wonderful, with these afflic-
tions which permit these . . . with these shadows, etc. ... if only I
were not bothered by: . . . feeling on the right side.
It is easy for me to endure the scorn of the rich; but the look of an
outcast enters my heart more deeply than . . .
This state of things has become unbearable to me, all the more un-
bearable since I thrive on it, since my brother suffers from it and not I.
Unbearable this thought: what is today will be and nothing can change
anything.
The masterpiece of casuistry, of crafty hypocrisy, that is to be
found, in the third issue of La Revue du sidcle, in the commentary on
the protest that, through a process-server, I forced those young Jesuits
to insert in reply to their calumnies of the first issue. The sense (the
love and need) of truth and of justice is profoundly distorted in them.
Probably nothing distorts more, and more irremediably, that exi-
gent need of exactness than the mystical culture to which those minds
were subjected at a still too tender age. (Same result, though somewhat
differently achieved, among the Moslems.) Insist on this very impor-
tant point.
The mere idea of defending, of having to defend Christ against
Communist comrades strikes me as profoundly absurd. It is against the
Russian popes, the priests, etc. that I want to defend him, and to re-
store him to you. It is against religion that I am protesting, against
the Church, dogmas, faith, etc.
But precisely because you, Communists, do not admit the divinity
of Christ, it is as a man tibat you must judge him, and, consequently,
you must note and admit that he fully deserved being accused and con-
demned by the very ones who are your worst enemies, by the powers
against which you rise up, by the representatives of wealth ... of
Roman imperialism. And consequently Christ is one of you.
Cuverville, 12 August
I have not written anything in long months. I have even interrupted
this journal in which I was trying to clarify my thoughts and of which
the most recent pages, as I reread them, struck me as dull and merely
going over what I had previously expressed with more vigor. It seemed
to me that the climate in which my mind was struggling was as unpro-
pitious as possible for the work of art. That sort of commitment I had
made paralyzed the free play of my faculties; under better physiologi-
cal conditions perhaps I should have found strength to override this;
a constant fatigue made me consider superhuman the effort it would